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SPECIAL  THANKS 

Everyone  who  contributed,  sorry  if  I forgot  anyone.  It’s  happened  before... 
Evan  Cameron 

Sarah’s  dead  earwig,  “Herb”,  who’s  dead  right  now.  Indefinitely. 
Barry,  Shen  - the  Crumpled  Paper  guys 

COLOPHON 

So,  what  did  the  Toike  say  when  it  walked  into  the  bar?  “Ouch”.  Bahh  dum 
PISH!  The  Toike  Oike  is  produced  using  a computer.  The  body  copy  is  set  in 
Georgia. 

WHAT  HO? 

The  Toike  Oike  is  a covert  organization  committed  to  the  proliferation  of 
humour  at  the  University  of  Toronto.  It  is  our  mandate  to  insist  that  your 
education  is  NOT  about  your  career  so  much  as  it  is  about  shaping  your 
outlook  on  life  to  come.  So  lighten  up,  sit  back  and  have  an  iced  tea  (even  if 
it’s  cold  outside).  Our  ranks  are  filled  with  zealous  revolutionaries  from  both 
Engineering  and  Arts  & Science.  Viva  la  revolution! 


to 


DISCLAIMER 

The  radical,  ultra  left-wing  opinions  expressed  in  this  newspaper  do  not  nec- 
essarily reflect  those  of  the  Engineering  Society  or  the  University  of  Toronto. 
In  fact,  they  don’t  even  necessarily  reflect  the  opinions  of  the  writers.  If  you 
happen  to  find  any  of  the  material  within  these  pages  offensive,  do  not  try  to 
sue  us,  as  we  have  a crack  team  of  crackhead  lawyers  ready  to  bring  tha  pain. 
Sucka. 


students'administrative  ouncil 


Ah,  November.  Has  there  ever 
been  a sexier  or  colder  month? 
Probably  not.  And  if  there  is 
I don’t  want  to  hear  about  it. 

This  is  the  month  when  we 
find  a lot  of  crazy  party  holi- 
days like,  Remembrance  Day 
and,  um,  American  Thanks- 
giving. Yep.  If  you’re  not  drunk 
on  American  Thanksgiving, 
you’re  a loser  and  a disappoint- 
ment to  your  entire  family. 

I have  a lot  of  plans  for  this 
month.  Most  of  them  involve 
eating  a cake  that’s  been  sit- 
ting in  my  fridge  for  the  past 
few  days. 

I’ve  drawn  a diagram  on  how 
I plan  on  going  about  this  task. 

See  figure  1.  Each  number  corre- 
sponds to  a different  day,  number  1 
being  the  first  day  I started  eating  the 
cake.  There  is  one  slice  missing  due  to 
the  fact  that  some  kid  whined  about 
how  I took  his  cake,  and  then  ratted  me 
out  to  his  freakishly  large  mom,  forcing 
me  to  give  him  a piece.  You  will  be  hap- 
py to  know  that  his  slice  contained  no 
fancy  letter  icing  nor  did  it  contain  any 
strawberries  on  top.  That’ll  show  him. 


guilt  and  have  made  up  for 
lost  cake  by  eating  an  extra 
large  piece. 

I will  have  the  cake  finished 
on  day  seven,  and  be  proud 
of  my  accomplishment.  To 
celebrate,  I will  go  to  the 
grocery  store  and  buy  a big 
vat  of  pudding. 

I remember  when  my  graph- 
ics editor  and  I came  up  with 
the  "Asian"  Toike  idea.  Be- 
ing Asian  myself,  I was  very 
excited.  Starbursts  and  bro- 
ken English  were  all  I could 
think  of  for  the  last  month.  I 
hope  you  enjoy  it! 


It  has  also  come  to  my  at- 
tention that  the  themes  and  issues 
have  become  increasingly  girly.  This 
is  because  I am  awesome.  If  you  have 
a problem  with  all  the  feminine  content 
of  the  issue  you’re  going  to  have  to  deal 
with  it.  Cause  my  team  of  Super-Awe- 
some-Happy-Toike  girls  aren’t  going  to 
change. 

-Mei  Ling  Chen 
Editor-in-Chief 


Figure  l 


I’ve  approximated  that  each  slice  will 
have  an  angle  of  about  45  degrees  and 
thus  it  will  take  me  no  more  than  seven 
days  to  finish  it. 

You  should  also  note  that  by  day  5 1 will 
have  felt  guilty  for  eating  all  that  cake 
so  my  slice  will  be  significantly  smaller. 
But  by  day  6 1 would’ve  gotten  over  that 
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From:  Anonymous 
To:  toike@skule.ca 
Date:  Oct  4,  2005  12:36  PM 
Subject:  Dear  Toike 

The  other  day,  I took  the 
Cleveland  Browns  to  the  Su- 
perbowl, and  then  it  just  got 
messy.  What  an  awkward  situ- 
ation! 

Anonymous 

Wow.  That  does  sound  awkward.  This 
reminds  me  of  a similar  situation  the 
Toike  was  in  not  too  long  ago.  You  see, 
the  Toike  promised  his  friend,  Gary, 
that  they’d  be  friends  forever.  But  then 
one  day  the  Toike  decided  he  no  longer 
liked  Gary.  How  awkward! 

From:  Kavkaz  Center 
To:  toike@skule.ca 
Date:  Oct  15,  2005  12:33  PM 
Subject:  The  Truth  from  Ka- 

vkaz Center 

Do  you  want  to  know  the  TRUTH 
about  the  liberation  opera- 
tion in  Nalchik  ? 

Um...  Not  right  now.  But  if  you  want  to 
tell  me  later,  you  know,  that’d  be  cool 
too. 

OH!  Unless  this  is  some  top  secret  op- 


eration thing.  Then,  YEAH!  Totally  tell 
me  the  truth.  I love  truth.  My  secret 
dream  has  always  been  to  be  a spy! 
Am  I allowed  to  say  spy? 

From:  Kavkaz  Center 

To:  toike@skule.ca 

Date:  Oct  20,  2005  9:16  AM 

Subject:  Kavkaz  Center  News- 

Letter  (for  toike@skule.ca 

only). 

ATTENTION!  Administration  of 
Kavkaz-Center  informs  that 
russian  special  services  in 
an  effort  to  carry  out  a prov- 
ocation are  sending  out  unso- 
licited emails  (SPAM)  to  in- 
ternet users  on  behalf  of  our 
agency. 

!!!Kavkaz-Center  notifies  that 
it  has  no  relation  to  this!!! 

We  have  unsubscribe  form  on 
site.  It's  easy  to  use  it: 
write  there  your  email  adress: 
toike@skule.ca  and  press  "Un- 
subscribe" button.  Don't  com- 
plain, please! 

We  will  never  unsubscribe 
complainers! 

Aha!  I knew  it!  It  was  a secret  operation 
of  sorts!  I’ve  been  recruited  by  the  Rus- 
sians! This  is  awesome.  I am  so  there. 
Next  time  you  see  me  I’ll  be  speaking 


in  code  and  wearing  a trenchcoat  and 
shades.  Jealous?  Yeah,  you  are.  Good- 
bye, Toike!  Goodbye  forever !! 

From:  Jeff  Harris  - Cannon 

Editor 

To:  toike@skule.ca 

Date:  Oct  21,  2005  11:47  AM 

Subject:  Submission 

Q.  What  do  you  get  when  you 
cross  the  Toike  Editor  with 
electric  wiring? 

YAY!  I love  these!  I bet  it’s  something 
cool,  like  a chimpanzee  or  a robot! 
Yeah!  Is  a robot?  Okay,  no,  wait.  I got 
it...  a charged  newspaper!  Huh?  Huh? 
Anybody?  Alright,  fine  I give  up. 

A.  A short  circuit 

Why  is  everything  always  about  my 
height? 

GOT 

SOMETHING 
TO  SAY? 


EMAIL  US! 
TOIKE@SKULE.CA 


To  rid  (fie  Toike  oftkisjirkj-ness... 


Come  to  our  content  meeting! 

Also,  'People  will lily  you 


*S. 


& 

•Saturday,  November  ZOOJ.  ST  Easement,  z$0.pm 
Tuesday,  November  S,  200J.  ST  Easement  6:00  pm 

Questions ??  emait  tofe@sbule.ca 
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NEWS 

BRIEFS 

COPS  RAID  FRIDGE,  BANK 

TORONTO  (Generic  Post)  -After 
ROMP  officials  received  word  of  free 
pizza  at  the  BMO  company  luncheon 
this  Friday,  14  suspected  terrorists 
were  apprehended. 

The  terrorists  were  apparently  cel- 
ebrating the  finalization  of  a “big 
merger”  to  occur  the  following  week.  It 
was  expected  to  involve  the  “dissolu- 
tion” of  Amicus  Bank  and  the  creation 
of  12  new  terrorist  cells  in  the  Greater 
Toronto  Area. 

“We’re  very  glad  to  have  stopped  Ami- 
cus Bank  from  being  attacked  by  these 
freedom-haters.  Today,  we  saved  mil- 
lions of  Torontonians’  lives,”  stated 
Inspector-Colonel  Custer  of  the  RCMP. 
“Fortunately  for  us,  the  terrorists  were 
sloppy  enough  to  leave  posters  of  their 
secret  meeting  by  the  building’s  lobby 
elevators,  which  were  reported  to  us 
by  ‘Dumb-Ass-Motherfucker,’  the  code 
name  of  our  most  trusted  informant. 
The  free  pizza  was  just  the  final  kick  for 
us  to  take  action  ” 


VARSITY  FOOTBALL  TEAM 
DEFEATED  AGAIN 

The  Toronto  Varsity  football  team  suf- 
fered another  heavy  defeat,  this  time 
in  an  expedition  match  against  Sher- 
man’s Auto-Body  & Repair  team  from 
the  Brampton  under-twelve  league. 
The  team  was  optimistic  heading  into 
the  lockers  at  half  time  after  only  be- 
ing down  13-0  but  were  kept  off  the 
scoreboard  the  entire  game  with  the 
final  score  being  Sherman’s  Auto-Body 
& Repair  57  Toronto  Varsity  Blues  0. 
The  MVP  of  the  game  v/as  lii’  Ricky 
Taylor  who  had  230  yards  rushing  and 
3 conversions,  and  whose  parents  were 
very  proud  and  promised  to  take  him 
out  to  ice  cream  after  the  game  for  his 
achievement  (as  long  he  had  his  home- 
work done). 

After  the  game,  the  coach  was  quoted 
as  saying  “I  don’t  know.  I don’t  think 
it  was  that  big  of  a loss.  I think  it  was 
a game  we  should  have  won.  I mean  a 
few  lucky  bounces  here  and  there  and  it 
would  have  been  a different  ball  game.” 
The  team  will  look  forward  to  learning 
from  the  lessons  of  this  defeat,  and  all 
the  others,  when  they  face  the  Ladies 
Retired  Recreational  League  champi 
ons,  the  “Raging  Grannies”  next  week. 


BUSH  TAKES  PAGE  FROM 
WAR!© 

President  Bush  last  week  authorized 
the  firing  of  a top-secret  new  weapon 
from  US  Army  test  facilities  deep  in  the 
Mojave  Desert.  Both  Bush  and  Army 
scientists  are  sure  the  weapon  will  seek 
out  and  destroy  terrorist  mastermind 
Gsama  Bin  Laden  - no  matter  where  he 
is  hiding. 

Says  Bush,  “I  was  playin’  MarioKart  64 
with  my  dog,  as  I usually  do  on  Mon- 
day afternoons,  and  I was  Princess,  as 
I usually  am,  and  I was  about  to  lose  at 
Koopa  Troopa  Beach  to  Wane,  who  was 
in  first  place,  when  I scored  a blue  spiky 
shell,  you  know;  the  heatseeker,  and  I 
fired  that  sucker  and  took  out  Wario 
easy-japanesey.  Then,  over  curly  fries 
later  that  day,  I got  to  thankin’,  ‘Hell,  we 
don’t  know  where  Osama  is,  so  what  it 
we  built  a blue  spiky  shell  of  our  own!" 

Bush’s  idea  guided  US  Army  scien 
tists  as  they  constructed  a giant  blue 
spiky,  turtle-shell  shaped  missile  with 
a 5 megaton  nuclear  warhead.  The 
missile’s  blue,  spiky,  seeking  ability 
has  been  programmed  to  target  “the 
greatest  evil  in  the  world,”  and  is  so  far 
streaking  towards  the  White  House. 


Engineering  Faculty  Revealed  As 
Psychology  Experiment 


“So  I pay  YOU  for  MY  soul?" 


Engineering  students  were  in  turmoil 
yesterday  when  it  was  revealed  that 
the  entire  Engineering  faculty,  course 
structure  and  history  of  traditions  was 
nothing  but  a psychology  experiment 
that  had  gone  out  of  control.  Professor 
Wilbert  Ho  revealed  the  news  at  an  aca- 
demic board  meeting.  “God,  I remem- 
>er  starting  the  faculty  as  a last  minute 
class  project  with  a couple  of  other  psy- 
chology students.  We  didn’t  put  much 
work  in  - we  expected  it  to  last  maybe 
two  weeks,  long  enough  for  a quick  case 
study  that  would  scrape  us  a C in  the 
course  practical  component.” 

A month  later  we  noticed  students 
still  hadn’t  worked  out  it  wasn’t  a real 
course,  so  we  thought  ‘Damn,  we’d 
better  do  something  with  this'.  We 
added  n hugely  unreasonable  levels  of 
coursework  and  projects  and  turned  it 
into  some  kind  of  stress  test.  We  didn’t 
really  organise  the  courses  or  options 
or  anything,  we  just  piled  on  the  work 
and  expected  the  students  to  go  away 
after  a year  or  so.  But  they  didn’t!  After 
that  we  turned  it  into  some  kind  of  half- 
assed  tribal  study,  telling  them  the  cra- 


ziest things  and  saying  ‘it’s  tradition’. 
And  they  do  it!” 

Professor  Ho  admits  that  not  every- 
thing added  to  the  ‘Engineering  Proj- 
ect’ was  done  in  pure  scientific  interest. 
“One  night  we  got  drunk  after  reading 
a little  Freud,  we  told  them  to  worship 


this  big  phallic  cannon  thing.  When  we 
sobered  up,  we  couldn't  believe  they’d 
gone  for  it  - in  fact,  they’d  gone  fur- 
ther and  chained  four  guys  to  it.  I don’t 
know  what  that  says  about  their  sexual 
subconsciousness,  and  I’m  pretty  sure 
I don’t  want  to.” 


‘Then  we  decided  we’d  had  enough,  it 
was  time  to  end  the  project,  and  we 
thought  we’d  do  it  with  a bang.  We  got 
them  all  together  and  told  them  ‘Strip 
half-naked  and  paint  yourselves  purple!' 
We  thought  they'd  definitely  work  out  it 
was  a joke  then,  and  we  could  all  have  a 
big  laugh  and  go  home.  But  they  did  it! 
My  God,  they  did  it,  and  after  what  we 
saw  that  day  we  realised  they  were  just 
too  dangerous  to  face.  We  ran  away  and 
left  them  to  it.  Lord  alone  knows  what 
the  place  is  like  by  now." 

The  project  was  not  without  success, 
however.  “We’ve  learned  a number  of 
things,”  explained  the  professor.  “For 
one,  we  have  incontrivertible  proof  that 
humans  evolved  from  animals  - engi- 
neers slightly  less  so.  Another,  if  you 
tell  a group  of  students  something  is 
tradition  they  will  happily  do  it  no  mat- 
ter how  insane.  And  on  a personal  note, 
I’ve  learned  that  I wouldn’t  want  to  be 
stuck  in  a room  with  an  engineer  with- 
out a whip  and  a taser.” 

- Luke  McKinney 


Pandemonium  at  Monty  Python 


Chaos  erupted  at  a Monty  Python  All 
Four  Seasons  Marathon  in  the  Uni- 
versity College  Junior  Common  Room 
yesterday  when,  just  as  viewers  were 
settling  in  for  the  classic  “Two  Sheds” 
sketch,  an  enthusiast  noticed  the  pres- 
ence of  a female.  “I  smelled  something 
nice  from  the  person  besides  me,”  said 
mechanical  engineering  student,  invet- 
erate Monty  Python  geek  and  AD&D 
(2nd  Edition  only)  gamer  Andrew  Mul- 
lis,  “and  I said  ‘Dude,  did  you  wash 
your  clothes  or  something?’  That’s 
when  I heard  the  impossibly  sweet 
voice  of  a female:  ‘Why  yes,  yes  I did.’ 
My  suspicion  was  confirmed  when  I 
cast  my  gaze  downwards  and  saw  the 
smooth  twin  curves  under  her  shirt.  I 
freaked  out  - she  was  sitting  right  next 
to  me!  I think  I touched  her!  I’ll  never 
wash  this  arm  again.” 

This  knowledge  spread  quickly  through 
the  assembled  throng,  and  before  long 
the  hubbub  drowned  out  the  increas- 


In  a recent  study  published  in  Nature 
magazine,  scientist  Donald  Curphey  of 
Cambridge  University  has  discovered 
that  the  average  citizen  no  longer  wish- 
es to  use  toilet  paper  when  ‘doing  their 
business.’  “As  the  environmental  prob- 
lems the  world  faces  in  the  21st  century 
become  more  and  more  apparent, 
humans  are  being  forced  to  take 
any  measure  necessary  to  ensure 
the  prolongation  of  a clean,  natu- 
ral Earth”,  Curphey’s  article  ex- 
plains. 

Curphey  attributes  this  phenom- 
enon to  the  recent  trend  of  using 
all  organic  materials,  a craze  that 
has  been  sweeping  the  food  sec- 
tor, and  is  now  moving  into  home 
products.  Andrea  Dobaczewski, 
a participant  in  the  study,  was 
available  for  comment.  “I  just  hate 
the  idea  of  using  TP  that  has  been 
chemically  treated.  I can’t  understand 
why  farmers  would  want  to  taint  their 
crop  like  that,  it’s  so  bad  for  the  Earth.” 

When  asked  about  an  alternative  so- 
lution, Curphey  found  that  76%  jof 
respondents  consider  leaves  to  be  the 
toilet  paper  of  the  future,  with  21% 
already  utilizing  the  new  technology. 


ingly  exasperated  Mr.  Jackson.  Snip- 
pets heard  included:  “are  you  sure  it 
isn’t  just  a guy  with  long  hair,”  “are  you 
sure  she  isn’t  lost,”  and  “are  you  sure 
she’ll  accept  if  I propose  marriage  to 
her?"  Soon  the  show  was  paused,  with 
one  attendee  exclaiming  “I  can’t  sing 
‘I  cut  down  trees,  I wear  high  heels, 
suspendies,  and  a bra’  with  her  in  the 
room.  She’ll  think  I’m  a dork.”  While  a 
few  patrons  left  quietly,  with  mumbled 
apologies  about  having  assignments 
due  the  next  day  or  their  house  being 
on  fire,  soon  panic  overcame  the  rem- 
nants of  the  audience,  and  a riot-like 
situation  broke  out,  with  some  being 
trampled  underfoot  as  a number  of 
people  rushed  the  doors.  While  the 
feeble  strength  of  most  present  pre- 
vented any  significant  damage  to  the 
premises,  the  evening  was  declared 
a success  by  the  organizers.  “It’s  true 
that  we  couldn’t  watch  the  entire  Fly- 
ing Circus  series,  but  it’s  not  like  it’s 
something  we  haven’t  done  before. 


“I’ve  been  using  leaves  for  three  years 
now,"  a participant  who  wished  to  re- 
main anonymous  said.  “They  may  be 
a little  rougher  on  the  skin,  and  they 
may  give  me  a rash  every  once  in  a 
while,  but  a lump  of  pride  swells  up 
inside  me  every  time  I use  leaves.  I'll 


never  go  back."  Whether  a lump  of 
pride  or  something  else,  nobler  words 
have  never  been  spoken. 

Shortly  after  the  publication  of  the 
journal,  -Swedish  furniture  company 
Ikea  announced  plans  to  unveil  sev- 
eral new  ‘enviratory’  sets.  These  en- 
vironmentally friendly  bathrooms 


Being  in  proximity  to  a woman,  now 
that’s  an  achievement,”  said  chemistry 
masters  candidate  Jose  Hakkinen.  “It 
has  given  us  hope  - someday,  perhaps, 
each  of  us  might  meet  a woman  who 
actually  sees  our  great  manliness  be- 
neath the  Penny-Arcade  t-shirts  and 
pathetic  attempts  at  growing  a goatee. 
Someday.” 

And  the  female?  It  turns  out  that  she 
was,  in  fact,  lost.  “I  thought’  it  was  a 
screening  of  The  Full  Monty.  I’d  real- 
ized my  mistake  and  was  just  about  to 
leave  when  those  weirdoes  freaked  out. 
They  need  to  get  out  of  their  basements 
more,”  she  said,  further  proving  that 
Monty  Python  fans  are  immense  nerds 
who’ll  never  get  any. 

LONG  LIVE  THE  PEOPLE’S  FRONT 
OF  JUDEA! 

- Praveer  Sharma 


will  range  from  the  basic  set,  which 
features  a small  leaved  tree  in  an 
otherwise  regular  bathroom,  to  the 
luxury  set,  featuring  a specially-bred 
‘fast  replenishing’  small  maple  tree,  a 
compost  for  disposal,  a solar-heated 
shower  and  snow  leopard  fur  carpet- 
ing, to  the  woodsman’s  set,  which 
includes  only  a square  piece  of  land 
and  a trowel. 

Curphey’s  report  includes  a sec- 
tion that  identifies  possible  future 
research  in  this  area.  One  topic 
that  is  of  particular  interest  is  the 
optimization  of  the  leaf  in  terms  of 
size,  softness  (to  prevent  irritation), 
and  toughness  (to  prevent  poke- 
through). 

Finally,  the  piece  concludes  with  a 
flourish:  “the  future  of  our  beloved 
world  lacks  a strong  sense  of  direc- 
tion, like  a stray  leaf  fluttering  in  the 
wind.  It  is  our  duty  as  humans  to  grasp 
that  leaf,  and  plunge  it  headfirst  into 
the  dark  tunnel  that  will  someday  lead 
us  to  the  road  to  glory." 

-Dave  Rutt 


Report: 

Toilet  Paper  Going  Out  of  Style 


The  Rough  Future? 
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The  5 Worst  Majors  Ever 


5.  English  - Why  the  hell  would  I pay 
to  learn  something  I already  know? 
I’m  already  fluent  in  English  (thank 
you,  Hooked  on  Phonics).  The  only  way 
1 could  take  an  English  class  is  if  they 
offered  Ebonics  101.  I’m  an  Asian  stu- 
dent that  likes  to  say  “fo  shizzle”  a lot  in 
public.  After  learning  how  to  talk  like 
Snoop  Dogg,  I’m  sure  I'll  finally  be  able 
to  find  friends. 

4.  Philosophy  - You  know  it's  fucked 
up  when  the  answers  to  questions  are 
more  questions.  They  need  to  rename 
all  their  courses  to  "Shit  I Didn’t  Need 
To  Think  About,  But  Now  That  I Do,  It 
Pisses  Me  Off. 

3.  Computer  Science  - Firstly,  all 
the  jobs  are  being  outsourced.  Plus, 
with  all  that  typing,  you  can  get  that 
wretched  carpal  tunnel  syndrome.  For 
those  who  don’t  know,  it’s  a condition 
that  causes  pain  and  weakness  to  the 
hands  and  wrists.  It  can  sometimes 
make  err...things  difficult.  Unless,  of 
course,  you  get  creative. 

2.  History  - I don’t  know  why  you 
would  need  to  learn  so  much  about  the 
past.  If  it's  over  and  done  with,  there’s 
no  need  to  dwell  on  it.  Right,  Martin? 
So  what  if  I had  relations  with  your 
mom?  It’s  in  the  past,  let’s  just  move  on 
like  mature  people. 


1.  History  and  Philosophy  of  Sci- 
ence and  Technology  - History  and 
philosophy?  Shiiiit.  I kinda  feel  sorry 
for  those  who  got  suckered  into  this.  At 
the  completion  of  this  program,  you’ll 
have  no  idea  how  to  apply  your  superfi- 
cial knowledge  of  science  or  technology. 
Hell,  you  won’t  even  be  good  enough  to 
make  money  as  a historian  or  a philos- 
opher. However,  you’ll  be  good  enough 
at  examining  the  past,  and  asking  ques- 
tions beginning  with  “why”.  For  exam- 
ple, when  you’re  30  and  still  working  at 
McD's,  you’ll  look  back  and  wonder  why 
the  fuck  you  chose  this  program. 

PS.  If  you’re  a York  student,  what  the 
hell  are  you  laughing  at?  Let’s  put  it  this 
way,  when  you  get  your  diploma  (which 
you  will,  since  you  can  apparently  read), 
and  you  end  up  using  it  for  toilet  paper, 
I’ll  feel  sorry  for  the  shit. 

PPS.  (Hee-hee  I wrote  “PP”)  Seriously 
though...  Martin,  if  you  want  to  know 
exactly  what  your  mother  and  I did,  you 
won’t  get  that  info  from  me.  I don’t  kiss- 
and-tell.  I don’t  donkey-punch-and-tell. 
And  I sure  as  hell  don’t  dirty-Sanchez- 
and-tell.  Sorry. 

- Patrick  Sacdalan 
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Options 
make  all  the 
difference 

No  mattei  what 
your  university 
education,  you  can 
enjoy  a earner  with 
a difference  In  the 
Canadian  Fore  as. 
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• Physiotherapists 

• Social  Worker* 
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• Pharmacist* 
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The  Ultimate  Contraceptive 


Contraceptives  have  been 
preventing  women  from 
getting  pregnant  from  a 
round  of  naughty  busi- 
ness with  the  old  pool 
boy  for  centuries.  The 
ill-manufactured  latex 
(i.e.  rubber)  “condoms,” 
or,  more  commonly, 
stretched  sheep  bladders, 
used  to  be  the  only  forms 
of  contraceptive  available 
to  your  horny  grade  ten 
student  and  your  horny 
grade  ten  teacher.  That  is 
not  to  say  that  contracep- 
tives do  not  differ  from 
region  to  region. 


Every  schoolchild  knows 
that  Scandinavians  use 
a sock  lined  with  narwhal  spermaceti 
whereas  a French  madame  and  mon- 
sieur purportedly  “tickle”  one  another, 
knowing  that  rapacious  laughter  in  ad- 
dition to  red  wine  with  antifreeze  will 
likely  render  a woman’s  ovaries  as  in- 
fertile as  Martha  Stewart. 

But  today  researchers  have  discovered 
a contraceptive  with  a 100%  lethal- 
ity rate  for  sperm  - sperm  being  the 
leading  medical  cause  of  visitations 
by  large  seagoing  birds  bearing  child. 
The  new  magic  contraceptives  are  not 
available  in  Swiss  pharmacies  nor  are 
they  sealed  away  deep  beneath  Omaha 


This  man  won’t  be  impregnating  anyone  anytime  soon. 


edly  failing  to  perform 
coitus  with  any  of  the  fe- 
male monkeys,  garbed  as 
they  were  in  sensible  yet 
feminine  pleated  pants 
from  JC  Penney’s  fall  col- 
lection, Bambam  took  his 
own  life  by  forcing  his  way 
into  the  adjoining  Sibe- 
rian tiger  cage.  The  tiger 
unfortunately  did  not  dis- 
play the  ravenous  appetite 
for  which  the  species  is 
known  to  possess;  but  in- 
stead naturally  responded 
as  though  Bambam  was  a 
new  playmate  since  it  had 
been  undergoing  a similar 
sexual  deprivation  experi- 
ment. 


in  a US  Army  Chemical  Testing  Facility 
bunker.  No,  they  are  available  at  your 
local  Winners,  right  next  to  the  grand- 
ma-panties bin  (half-off  after  Labour 
Day).  That’s  right,  I’m  talking  about 
pants.  Conception  has  been  proven 
physically  impossible  if  one  partner 
wears  pants  during  intercourse.  Zoolo- 
gists at  the  world-renowned  San  Diego 
Zoo  deprived  the  monkey  Bambam  of 
sex  and  self-stimulation  for  six  weeks 
and  then  released  several  healthy  fe- 
male monkeys  of  breeding  age  into 
his  cage.  All  had  been  chosen  for  their 
enticing  sexual  characteristics,  and 
all  were  wearing  pants.  After  repeat- 


Of course,  the  miracle  contraceptive 
is  not  without  its  own  failings.  Like 
condoms,  users  are  cautioned  not  to 
use  two  pants  at  the  same  time,  as  fric- 
tion could  lead  to  rips  in  the  fabric  and 
compromise  the  pants’  baby-prevent- 
ing powers.  Also,  skirts  and  ass-less 
chaps  are  not  safe  alternatives  to  pants, 
as  they  do  not  provide  an  equivalent 
level  of  protection.  So  the  next  time 
your  girlfriend  demands  you  strap  on 
that  Dutch  cedar  sheath,  tell  her  every- 
thing’s gonna  be  alright,  because  you're 
wearing  pants! 

- James  Nairne 


. • 

: • Ate  tyou  /t  Sensitive  JLov&il 

• • 

; ^ Recently  the  Toike  Oike  decided  to  get  in  touch  with  its  sensitive  side,  so  it  rented  Fried  Green  Tomatoes,  took  the 
• • phone  off  the  hook,  and  settled  down  with  its  favourite  blankie  for  a good  cry.  Sometime  during  that  estrogen-fest, 
! • the  Toike  managed  to  order  a subscription  to  the  ladies  journal  Cosmopolitan,  which  is  pretty  impressive  since  it 
; # has  no  fingers.  Thus,  we  feel  compelled  to  copy  their  weekly  quiz  format  in  the  Toike  because,  well,  we  can’t  seem 
; • to  cancel  the  subscription  so  we  might  as  well  put  it  to  use!  Enjov... 

; • 

• • 

! • 1 . You  broach  the  quest  ion  of  sex  by. . . 

5.  Verbal  requests  are... 

...mostly  B’s 

; • a)  Stopping  the  car. 

a)  Laughable. 

You  are  middling  sensitive.  Con- 

* • b)  Pausing  the  movie. 

b)  Useless,  you’re  already  done. 

gratulations,  you  are  the  average-Joe 

• • c)  First  talking  about  your  feelings. 

c)  To  be  followed  to  the  best  of  your 

of  lovers.  Try  to  bring  some  flowers 

' • 

abilities. 

with  the  Big  Macs  once  or  twice,  at 

. • 2.  You  get  your  partner  in  the  mood 

the  very  least  on  her  birthday. 

I * with... 

6.  After  sex,  you  most  hanker  for... 

; # a)  Money. 

a)  Your  money  back. 

...  mostly  C’s 

• * b)  Beer. 

b)  Something  to  nosh  on  from  Ar- 

You  are  one  sensitive  lover,  congrat- 

• ^ c)  Incense  and  candles. 

by’s. 

ulations.  Beware,  though,  sensitiv- 

• • 

c)  A snuggle  with  your  partner. 

ity  of  this  scale  can  eventually  cause 

[ • 3.  Foreplay  is... 

nausea  and  feelings  of  loathing.  Try 

; * a)  Not  economically  sensible. 

If  you  answered... 

to  selfishly  demandstimulation  while 

• • b)  For  pussies. 

in  the  car  at  least  once  spontaneously 

• • c)  Important. 

...mostly  A’s 

during  the  year. 

Your  about  as  sensitive  as  Hitler  dur- 

! • 4.  During  sex  you  are... 

ing  rush  hour.  Try  to  remember  that 

; • a)  Both  eyeing  the  clock. 

there’s  more  to  sex  than  the  sex.  Or 

• . b)  Distractible. 

maybe  there’s  not.  Who  are  we  to 

• • c)  Attentive. 

• • 

say? 

If  You  Give  a Mouse  a Cookie 

An  Editorial,  by  Annie  Unnold,  Esquire 


Perhaps  while  bouncing  on  your  moth- 
er’s knee  at  the  tender  young  age  of  17, 
she  read  you  the  graphic  and  perverted 
tale  upon  which  my  witty  title  is  based. 
Indeed,  giving  a mouse  a cookie  (or  in 
the  lesser-known  variation,  a moose  a 
muffin)  is  an  inherently  poor  choice  of 
actions,  considering  their  willingness 
to  take  up  residence  in  one’s  humble 
apartment.  What  follows  is  my  person- 
al journey  with  such  matters. 

I recently  learned  quite  alarmingly  that 
a mouse  can  live  on  a cookie  for  years, 
considering  it  takes  merely  crumbs,  the 
crumbs  of  my  favorite  granola  for  ex- 
ample, for  them  to  survive.  Thus,  when 
I heard  scurrying  amongst  my  pots  and 
pans  several  months  ago,  I approached 
the  cupboard  with  a pen  and  our  lease 
agreement  papers,  hoping  that  if  said 
mouse  was  planning  to  live  in  my 
apartment,  he  should  at  least  chip  in  on 
the  rent.  His  refusal  to  sublet  was  evi- 
dent when  he  pooped  and  promptly  re- 


turned back  into  the  hole  from  whence 
he  came. 

Up  until  this  point  the  only  charming 
factor  in  this  whole  farce  was  the  joy 
of  dashing  the  hopes  of  everyone  who 
responded  gleefully  at  learning  my 
apartment  is  above  his  or  her  “favorite 
restaurant!”  only  to  tell  them  that  our 
building  seems  to  have  a bit  of  a mouse 
problem.  Such  delicious  news  was  incit- 
ed between  disappointed  groans,  and 
in  one  unpleasant  instance,  vomiting.  I 
also  managed  to  tell  these  hypothetical 
conversationalists  that  our  mouse  was 
named  Johan,  and  while  I dubbed  him 
this  name  out  of  affection,  I also  plan 
to  kill  him. 

Now,  I need  not  tell  you  how  many 
nights  I lay  awake  considering  the 
ramifications  of  killing  one  of  God’s 
creatures,  mostly  because  of  the  poten- 
tial for  brain  splatter.  That  being  said, 
I hastened  to  the  hardware  store  to 


purchase  a mouse  trap  and  to  carefully 
set  it  behind  the  stove.  Donning  army 
fatigues  and  war  paint,  I pitched  a tent 
in  my  kitchen,  stealthy,  waiting,  and 
watching.  Hours  went  by,  days  even. 
I peed  in  a Naglene  bottle  and  grew 
gaunt  and  fatigued.  Then,  on  Christ- 
mas Eve,  which  hasn’t  even  arrived 
yet,  but  is  crucial  to  the  turning  point 
of  any  decent  saga,  I heard  the  *snap*  I 
had  longed  for. 

“Bloodthirsty,”  some  called  me.  Others 
called  me  a monster.  But  as  I tossed 
Johan  respectfully  into  the  back  alley, 
two  flights  down,  and  while  fur  disin- 
tegrated off  of  his  limp  frame,  I knew 
that  somewhere  Johan  was  dancing 
behind  that  big  kitchen  stove  in  the 
sky,  eating  a cookie,  and  telling  stories 
about  me  with  George,  the  moose  who 
overstepped  his  bounds  after  I so  gra- 
ciously gave  him  a muffin. 
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Halloween  Candy 


Rebels  of  a Lost  Cause 


So,  that  cloying  celebration  of  kitschy 
capitalism  known  as  Halloween  is  fi- 
nally done  with.  However,  with  the 
recent  increase  in  concerns  about  child 
predators  and/or  radical  evangelists, 
fewer  children  than  ever  engage  in  the 
hallowed,  ancient  tradition  of  door-to- 
door  trick-or-treating.  This  usually  re- 
sults in  large  quantities  of  leftover  can- 
dy for  the  homeowner  who  did  not  plan 
according  to  the  latest  trends.  How  to 
dispose  of  this  bounty?  The  methods 
can  be  categorized  according  to  the  lo- 
cation of  purchase  of  this  candy: 

- Dollar  Store/Wal  Mart:  It  is  best  to 
incinerate  this  vile  goo.  A warning  to 
the  neighbours  would  be  well-advised, 
as  burning  releases  noxious  fumes  and 
the  souls  of  the  child  labourers  who 
died  stirring  vats  of  this  imitation  food 
product. 

- Grocery  store/convenience  store/ 
drug  store:  While  considerably  less 
toxic  than  the  previous  category,  these 
mainstream  candies  are  too  poor  in 
quality  to  consume  purely  for  pleasure. 
Instead,  keep  them  in  your  car,  so  that 


if  you’re  ever  trapped  in  snow  and  in 
need  of  nourishment  you  could  prolong 
your  miserable  life  by  a few  more  hell- 
ish hours. 

- Department  store:  This  is  candy  that 
can  be  enjoyed  on  its  own  merits.  Store 
it  well,  and  enjoy  it  on  special  occasions, 
such  as  the  beginning  of  NHL  lockouts, 
or  the  election  of  the  first  Minister  of 
Fun. 

- Specialty  store:  This  would  comprise 
the  finest  chocolates.  Start  cramming 
them  in  your  mouth  instantly  until  you 
pass  out  from  hyperglycemia.  On  re- 
gaining consciousness,  repeat,  until  all 
the  candy  is  consumed. 

- Girl  Guides/Boy  Scouts:  Lock  it  away, 
wait  a few  decades,  sell  for  big  profits  to 
deranged  collectors  trying  to  recapture 
their  childhood. 

I hope  this  article  served  you  well.  Next 
month,  in  the  Holiday  Advice  series: 
American  Thanksgiving:  What  Up 
With  That? 


University  students  have  had  a long 
storied  past  of  social  disobedience  in 
order  to  make  significant  change  to 
the  antiquated  and  incorrect  systems 
of  government.  So  to  all  fellow  stu- 
dents: now  that  you’re  in  university,  it’s 
prime  time  to  rebel  and  uphold  this 
long-standing  tradition.  So  what  can 
you,  an  over  privileged  university  stu- 
dent of  this  generation  do?  You  can  no 
longer  depend  on  that  lame  ass  crap 
you  called  rebelling  in  high  school.  No, 
turning  your  hat  backwards  just  won’t 
cut  it  anymore.  You  need  to  really  stick 
it  to  the  man,  fight  the  power  (you  may 
know  them  by  the  more  affectionate 
title  of  “mommy”  and  “daddy”),  so  on 
and  so  forth.  Here  are  a few  helpful 
hints  that  will  lead  you  on  the  path  to 
La  Revolution. 

- If  you  want  to  be  a radical,  get  down 
to  the  nearest  mall  ASAP  and  purchase 
yourself  a brand  new  Che  Guevara  t- 
shirt.  Who  cares  if  you  can’t  even  pro- 
nounce his  name?  You  don’t  want  to  be 
the  last  one  to  own  one,  do  you?  While 
your  wallet’s  already  open  why  not  pick 
up  one  of  those  cool  new  military-type 
hats  to  go  with  it.  Remember  the  first 
three  rules  of  fashion:  accessorize,  ac- 
cessorize and  accessorize. 

- Now  you  need  to  update  you  musi- 
cal tastes.  Your  present  ones  are  no 
good.  So  clean  out  that  iPod  and  get 


ready  to  upload  some  new  tunes.  If  you 
bought  a Creed  album  back  in  high 
school,  don’t  worry.  Just  chuck  that  CD 
out  the  window  and  get  yourself  some 
real  hardcore  punk  music  to  show  your 
dissatisfaction  with  the  system.  How 
about  some  Sum4i.  Yeah,  that’s  what 
I’m  talking  about... 

- You’ll  want  to  associate  yourself  with 
a cause.  Thankfully,  you  no  longer  have 
to  put  in  hours  of  volunteer  work  or 
significant  financial  donations  to  back 
a cause  you  believe  in,  you  just  have  to 
purchase  yourself  a little  plastic  brace- 
let. Each  colour  means  something,  yel- 
low is  for  cancer,  white  for  third  world 
debt  relief,  etc.  Treat  them  like  Pok£- 
mon  “Collect  them  all”,  you’ll  end  up 
with  a rainbow  on  your  arm  and  in  ef- 
fect in  support  of  a whole  other  thing 
you  might  not  be  aware  of.  Just  make 
sure  to  know  what  the  colour  repre- 
sents. You  don’t  want  to  associate  your- 
self with  NAMBLA  or  something. 

- You  can  no  longer  live  in  the  ‘burbs, 
it’s  just  not  cool,  man.  If  possible,  get  a 
place  downtown  in  a trendy  place  like 
Queen  West  or  Kensington  Market.  If 
you  can’t  afford  this,  then  lie  and  deny 
having  a white  picket  fence,  two-car  ga- 
rage, and  swimming  pool.  If  someone 
asks  you  where  you  live,  tell  them  To- 
ronto. If  they  press  you  for  details  just 
say  Scarborough  or  better  yet  invent  a 


neighbourhood.  I suggest  “Brookling- 
ton"  because  it  sounds  edgy  and  hip 
and  ambiguous  enough  that  if  you  need 
to  you  can  just  say  whatever  ethnic 
group  you  like  lives  there. 

- You’ve  seen  the  protestors  on  the 
T.V.  demonstrating  against  something 
or  other  and  it  looks  so  cool  with  the 
bandanas,  loudspeakers  and  tear  gas. 
Well,  don’t  worry,  you  won’t  have  to  be 
left  out  just  because  you  know  noth- 
ing about  the  complex  world  of  inter- 
national politics.  Just  remember  this 
simple  phrase  and  paint  it  on  all  your 
picket  signs,  “US  out  of  (fill  in  whatever 
country  they  are  presently  fucking  up)." 
You  could  also  add  “No  Blood  for  (what- 
ever resource  that  country  is  rich  in 
and  the  US  is  “protecting”  for  the  econ- 
omy of  the  future  “democracy”).  Let's 
Practice!  Say  American  troops  happen 
to  stroll  into  Colombia  you  should  be 
shouting  “United  States  out  of  Colom- 
bia. No  Blood  for  Exxon  Valdez  Coffee 
or  Cocaine"  (Don’t  be  too  surprised  if 
it  happens.  From  what  I understand, 
Bush  took  a ride  or  two  on  the  white 
pony  back  in  his  college  days.) 

So  there  you  have  the  scoop  on  what  it 
takes  to  be  the  next  “anonymous  man 
standing  in  front  of  tank."  Now  go  out 
there  and  get  urn  ya  HP  renegades. 

-Alex  Alton 


- Praveer  Sharma 


Top  io 


Mysteries  I have  Solved 


10.  Why  my  arm  hurts 

9.  Who  stole  the  cookies  from  the  cookie  jar 

8.  Where  babies  come  from 

7.  Why  no  one  will  love  me 

6.  I’m  so  lonely 

5.  The  mystery  of  the  cursed  pocket  watch 
3.  Where  number  4 went 
2.  Who’s  driving  the  car 
1.  What  to  do  with  white  space 


Stay  Out  of  Queen’s  Park 


Sunday  morning  joggers  were  present- 
ed with  a gruesome  vision  at  Queen’s 
Park  Circle,  when  they  came  upon 
mounds  of  blood-stained  feathers  and 
clumps  of  fur.  There  were  innumer- 
able holes  in  the  ground  and  acorns 
were  scattered  far  and  wide.  But  the 
most  eerie  sight  was  the  absence  of  the 
otherwise  ubiquitous  squirrels  and  pi- 
geons. An  investigation  revealed  that 
security  cameras  of  the  provincial  leg- 
islature had  captured  a shocking  tale 
of  courage  and  cowardice,  bravery  and 
buffoonery,  sacrifice  and  selfishness. 
Overnight,  the  squirrels  and  pigeons 
had  gone  to  war. 

It  seems  the  trouble  began  with  an  er- 
rant pigeon  going  to  sleep  in  front  of  a 
squirrel’s  hole  in  a tree.  Instead  of  wak- 
ing up  the  pigeon  gently,  the  squirrel 
ran  into  it  full  tilt  and  knocked  it  off.  In 
retaliation,  the  pigeon  gathered  several 
comrades  and  created  a mound  of  feces 
in  front  of  the  squirrel’s  burrow.  The 
enraged  squirrel  then  gathered  its  own 
crew,  and  started  pelting  the  pigeons 
with  acorns.  The  real  trouble  started 
when  an  enthusiastic  squirrel  leapt  off 
a branch  right  into  an  innocent  pigeon 
that  was  just  flying  by,  who  happened 
to  be  a nephew  of  the  local  pigeon  king. 
Soon  a large  pigeon  army  was  converg- 
ing on  Queen’s  Park  from  the  surround- 
ing buildings. 

What  followed  were  scenes  of  unimagi- 
nable brutality.  Incisors  ravaged  wings 


and  beaks  poked  out  eyes  as  avian  and 
mammal  fought  for  territory  and  pride. 
The  pigeons  had  the  mobility  advan- 
tage but  the  squirrels  were  much  bet- 
ter entrenched,  and  the  vast  stores  of 
acorns  provided  them  with  valuable 
ammunition.  Eventually,  the  pigeons 
were  driven  to  the  periphery,  and  with 
losses  mounting,  they  made  a weary  re- 
treat to  their  rooftop  perches.  Queen’s 
Park  belonged  unequivocally  to  the 
squirrels.  But  their  victory  came  at  an 
immense  cost:  their  nut  stores  deci- 
mated, their  numbers  greatly  reduced, 
with  the  harsh  tang  of  winter  already 
in  the  wind.  The  squirrel  generals  gave 
the  order  to  fall  back  as  well  - back  to 
the  safety  of  the  burrows,  and  an  early 
hibernation. 

How  many  squirrels  will  emerge  come 
spring  is  known  only  to  the  Fates.  All 
will  now  know  of  Queen’s  Park  as  hal- 
lowed ground  - a land  whose  place  in 
history  is  assured.  As  you  tread  across 
that  muddy  field  to  wherever  your  path 
leads,  remember,  dear  reader,  that  here 
hundreds  of  creatures  made  the  ulti- 
mate sacrifice  for  what  they  believed  in. 
The  moral  of  this  story:  a price  paid  in 
blood  just  might  be  worth  your  soul. 

- Praveer  Sharma 


Drink-or-Treat 

A Drunken  Account  of  Halloween 


October  30th  - My  friend  Chris  and  I 
are  discussing  how  to  spend  Halloween. 
No  one’s  throwing  a party,  the  down- 
town club  parties  suck,  and  we’re  not 
big  enough  jerks  to  egg  houses.  Chris 
suggests  we  stay  in.  I tell  him  he’s  an 
idiot.  He  elaborates  and  explains  how 
we  can  turn  Halloween  into  a drinking 
game.  Things  start  looking  better. 

October  31st,  6:20  PM  - It’s  getting 
dark.  Any  second  now  kids  will  arrive 
at  my  house  and  ray  mom  will  open  the 
door  to  meet  them.  Chris  and  I position 
ourselves  in  the  living  room  in  front 
of  the  TV  and  lay  down  the  drinking 
rules: 

1)  Ashot  each  time  my  mom  asks,  “What 
are  you  supposed  to  be?” 

2)  A shot  for  each  group  of  four  or  more 
kids. 

3)  A shot  for  each  kid  holding  a pitch- 
fork  or  scythe. 

6:43  PM  - The  first  trick-or-treaters  ar- 
rive: a girl  dressed  as  Red  Riding  Hood 
and  another  as  a mermaid.  The  next 
three  kids  are  dressed  as  skeletons. 
The  evening  is  off  to  a slow  start. 

7:18  PM  - Drinking  has  been  minimal. 


The  early  trick-or-treaters  aren't 
very  creative.  I’m  about  to  head 
to  the  kitchen  for  eggs,  when  a 
group  of  five  kids  show  up,  one 
of  them  dressed  as  a devil.  Dou- 
ble points.  Chris  and  I are  just 
finishing  our  first  shot,  when  a 
kid  in  a lab  coat  and  wild  vvhite 
wig  shows  up.  My  mom  utters  those 
six  golden  words  and  the  kid  replies 
with  “Albert  Einstein!"  Chris  just  about 
snorts  his  shot  back  out  his  nose.  Three- 
in-one.  Halloween  rules. 

7:55  PM  - Things  have  picked  up.  Traf- 
fic to  our  front  door  is  steady,  as  is  the 
drinking. 

8:15  PM  - My  stomach  churns  as  six 
kids  dressed  as  Pokemon  come  to  the 
door.  My  mom  asks  the  first  half  of 
them  what  they’re  dressed  as,  before 
the  rest  of  them  just  blurt  it  out  as  she 
gives  them  their  candy.  Chris  is  about 
ready  to  pass  out  when  we  finish.  We 
decide  that  Halloween  is  a success  and 
end  the  game. 

8:20  PM  - My  sister  comes  downstairs 
complaining  that  she’s  late  for  her  Hal- 
loween party  and  bugs  my  mom  for  a 


drive.  I’m  left  in  charge  of  candy  distri- 
bution. I groan,  sit  up  on  the  couch  and 
stare  at  the  candy  bowl.  Almost  empty. 
This  should  be  pretty  easy. 

8:31  PM  - Mario,  the  Pope,  and  a robot 
ring  my  doorbell.  It’s  like  the  set-up  to 
some  ridiculous  joke.  I stumble  from 
the  couch,  open  the  door,  reach  for  the 
candy  and  promptly  fall  face-first  into 
the  bowl.  The  Pope  starts  to  cry  and 
Chris  yells  something  before  I black 
out. 

November  1st,  9:27AM  - I wake  up  on 
the  couch  with  a pack  of  Rockets  up  my 
nose  and  a Gummi  Bear  stuck  to  my 
forehead.  My  mouth  tastes  like  vomit 
and  Smarties.  Halloween  is  clearly  the 
best  holiday  ever. 

- Sean  Hockin 
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Bags,  Bags,  Bags! 


Garfield  vs.  Marmaduke 


I’m  really,  really  angry.  It  seems  to  me  that  everyone  in  the 
world  has  had  this  same  problem  as  I am  having  now  and  I 
can't  stand  it  and  now  I’m  going  to  vent  about  it  in  paper  so 
all  you  devoted  I-read-every-stupid-word-in-the-Toike  read- 
ers can  now  read  this. 

Flying.  I hate  it.  You  hate  it.  Who  decided  to  make  this  world 
so  darn  big?  And  what  about  discovering  the  “New  Land” 
these  Americas?  Imagine  we  still  all  lived  in  that  other  big 
continent.  Wouldn’t  that  be  much  nicer?  Much  closer  any- 
way. 

Maybe  I hate  flying  because  I have  no  luck  flying.  I have  no 
luck  because  god  (lower  case  as  to  not  offend  my  dearly  de- 
parted great-grandmother  who  might  think  that  I was  using 
His  name  in  vain)  hates  me.  He  hates  me.  I hate  flying. 

On  the  other  hand,  I always  reward  myself  after  a poor  flying 
experience  with  a present.  Usually,  I buy  them  in  the  airport. 
Sometimes  I buy  them  on  the  street  when  I realize  that  I have 
to  take  up  permanent  residence  in  Mexico  City  when  I was 
trying  to  get  to  Cancun.  But  here’s  a story  of  my  bags:  the 
bags  of  the  world.  And  my  story  involves  bags  bought  after 
frustrating  flying  attempts. 


This  one  I bought  in  Hong 
Kong  after  they  denied  my 
visa  into  China.  I think  cats 
are  cute.  I have  a brown  coat 
to  match  it.  Later,  I found  out 
that  some  people  eat  cats  in 
China,  so  the  bag  made  me 
hungry,  so  I bought  some 
take-out  chicken  feet  and 
drank  some  soya  milk  (the 
nastiest  beverage  ever!). 


Bag  Three  (Snazzy  People  on  a Black  and  Whitey) 

How  many  bags  does  on 
girl  need?  When  it  come 
to  being  fashionably  lat 
(or  being  held  hostage 
Nigeria)  the  answer  is  a lo 
My  parents  were  negotia 
ing  with  the  terrorists  fo 
hours,  but  I was  alway 
glad  to  have  purchased  my 
new  bag.  They  gave  it  to  me  for  only  two  fingers  and  my  par 
ents  were  happy  to  see  me  return.  The  blood  was  a bit  hard  to 
get  out,  but  you  can  hardly  tell,  right? 


Bag  Four  (Hollywood  Bag) 

I got  this  bag  in  New  York  City.  They 
have  the  same  philosophy  in  the  US  as 
they  do  in  Canada:  If  it’s  popular  on 
one  side,  the  tourists  will  like  it  ev- 
erywhere. Like  Anne  of  Green  Gables 
Dolls  in  Victoria.  Same  idea.  Different 
product. 


Bag  Five  (People  Carrying  Bag) 

In  Thailand,  this  bag  was 
marketed  as  something  to 
transport  human  freight  in 
but  I needed  it  to  haul  a huge 
clock  back  to  Canada  for  my 
brother-in-law’s  marriage 
At  the  time,  self-importing 
seemed  like  a good  idea,  but 
once  I was  detained  in  Can- 
ada for  harbouring  fugitives, 
it  didn’t  seem  so  sweet.  They 
snuck  in,  I tell  you! 


Bag  Two  (Our  Lady  of  Guadeloupe) 

The  whole  country  south  of  the 
US  claims  this  lady  as  their  pa- 
tron saint  of  bags  because  there 
were  a billion  in  the  airport 
when  I was  there,  waiting  for 
hours  and  hours  for  the  plane 
that  would  never  leave.  This 
was  the  pup  tent  version  of  the 
standard  handbag.  It  came  in 
handy  again  in  Banff  National 
Park.  It  also  came  with  that 
tasteful  bead  that  looks  like  boobs. 


Bag  Six  (The  Hat  Bag) 

It  was  really  more  of  a hat  than  a 
bag,  but  I got  it  in  Berlin.  It’s  a hat 
chip  off  the  old  hat  wall.  They  sell 
them  on  the  street  everywhere.  I 
didn’t  see  the  hat  wall  because  I was 
in  the  airport,  but  they  told  me  that 
it  was  true.  Common  knowledge, 
really. 

I still  wish  the  world  was  smaller,  but  I have  my  trophies  for 
flying  all  around  it.  Thanks  world,  for  the  valuable  presents 
you  have  given  me:  your  bags. 


Lena  Schuck 


Bill:  Hello  and  welcome  to  the  pre- 
miere episode  of  When  Cartoon  Ani- 
mals Attack  Each  Other,  on  Fox!  I’m 
your  host  Bill  O’Riley  and  with  me  is 
the  lovely  Ann  Coulter. 

Ann:  Hi,  Bill,  and  everyone  at  home! 
I’m  really  excited  to  be  here  tonight. 
Minorities  are  lazy. 

Bill:  They  sure  are,  Ann.  For  this  in- 
augural match-up,  we  pit  that  paragon 
of  smug  laziness,  Garfield,  against  the 
universally  detested  humour-draining 
sinkhole  of  an  ugly  dog,  Marmaduke! 

Ann:  While  Garfield  is  loathed  for  his 
slothfulness,  Marmaduke  inspires  even 
more  seething  hatred  for  the  persistent 
lack  of  humour.  War  is  good. 


Bill:  Indeed, 
it  is.  Gen- 
erations of 
newspaper 
readers  have 
furtively 
cast  their 
glances  to- 
wards these 
comics,  hop- 
ing that  they 
would  elicit 
the  slight- 
est chuckle, 
only  for  their 
hopes  to 
be  predictably  dashed,  and  for  them 
to  grumble  “I  wish  he  would  just  die”. 
Well,  grumble  no  more,  for  your  wishes 
have  come  true! 

Ann:  Yes,  tonight,  for  your  amusement, 
these  loathsome  critters  will  battle  to 
the  death,  in  this  barbed-wire  arena 
you  see  before  you.  They  are  provided 
with  a large  variety  of  weapons.  Fur- 
thermore, anytime  the  action  slacks  off 
:hey  will  feel  440  volts  of  juice  cours- 
ing through  the  arena  floor  to  get  them 
sack  into  a killing  frenzy!  I hate  femi- 
nists. 

Bill:  As  do  I,  Ann.  And  here  comes 
Garfield!  He 
seems  to  be  in  a 
drunken  stupor, 
lis  eyes  blood- 
shot and  his  gait 
uncertain.  He's 
slouching  over, 
and  dragging  a 
mace  with  his 
right  hand  while 
'ripping  what 
ooks  like  a rot- 
ing  meatball 
sandwich  in  his 
eft!  And  here 
comes  Marmad- 
uke, charging 
nto  the  ring,  his 
ongue  slobber- 
ng  like  a broken 
hydrant!  His  feet 
are  shod  with  six 
nch  iong  magne- 
sium plated  claws, 
and  his  head  car- 
ries what  looks 
ike  yes,  it  is 
laser-sighted 
lesh-hook-bolt  loaded  crossbow!  In  his 
excitement,  he  careens  across  the  ring, 
lamming  into  the  barbed-wire  wall! 
Blood  has  been  drawn! 

Ann:  As  droplets  of  blood  hits  Gar- 
ield’s  face  he  becomes  aware  of  his  foe. 
He  looks  up,  crams  the  fungus-infested 
andwich  into  his  mouth,  and  increas- 
es his  pace  to  a lazy  lope  into  the  arena, 
winging  the  mace  steadily.  Marmad- 
uke turns  and  runs  towards  Garfield, 
metal  claws  flashing  sparks  on  the 
onductive  floor  while  the  laser  sight 
races  a hypnotic  pattern  on  Garfield's 
bdomen.  Garfield  looks  unconcerned 
hough. ..his  mace  is  swinging  too 
lowly,  and  his  jaw  is  still  working  on 
he  remnants  of  the  putrid  meatballs. 


Liberals  hate  freedom. 

Bill:  Yes,  they  do.  Marmaduke  is  dos- 
ing in  on  Garfield  now:  his  proximity 
sensing  crossbow  is  cocking  itself  - but 
now  Garfield  is  alert,  he’s  upright!  The 
mace  is  swinging  hard  now,  and  he  is 
staring  at  Marmaduke!  His  jaw  has 
stopped  moving.. .here  comes  Mar- 
maduke, his  claws  extended,  and  the 
crossbow  fires,  but  Garfield  dodges  to 
the  side  and  spews  forth  a terrible  fluid 
from  his  mouth.  It’s  green  and  revolt- 
ing, and  hits  Marmaduke  squarely  in 
the  side  of  his  face  - it’s  an  acid  of  some 
sort  and  it’s  burning  Marmaduke’s  skin 
away,  his  left  eye  is  looking  like  egg- 
white  and  the  cheekbone  is  now  visible 
- he’s  still  grinning  and  slobbering,  and 
he  swings  his  tail:  a secret  weapon,  we 
hadn’t  no- 
ticed it  be- 
fore, a shard 
of  glass  is 
attached  to 
his  tail  like 
a scythe, 
and  it  takes 
Garfield’s 
-right  arm 
clean  off! 
Marmad- 
uke careens 
once  again 
into  the  wall, 
as  Garfield 
howls  in 
pain,  and  drops  to  the  ground!  This 
is  Marmaduke’s  chance!  He  can’t  see 
through  one  eye,  but  he  only  needs 
one!  The  claws  beat  out  their  stattaco 
rhythm  as  he  closes  in  again. 

Ann:  This  surely  looks  like  the  end  for 
Garfield.  But  Garfield  has  retrieved  his 
mace  with  his  left  arm,  and  hits  Mar- 
maduke right  in  his  jaw!  He’s  lifted  up 
by  the  force  of  the  impact,  Garfield  is 
grinning  maniacally,  but  his  trium- 
phant gaze  turns  to  one  of  horror  as 
Marmaduke  starts  coming  down  to- 
wards him,  feet  extended  and  claws 
pointed  straight  at  Garfield’s  head! 
Men  are  superior  to  women. 


Bill:  You  got  that 
right,  Ann.  Mar- 
maduke lands  on 
Garfield,  magne- 
sium claws  tearing 
into  his  flesh,  and 
he’s  down!  His 
tail  twitches  once, 
twice,  and  then 
no  more.  Garfield 
is  dead!  But  Mar- 
maduke is  not  well 
either.  It  seems 
the  last  blow  from 
the  mace  crushed 
his  windpipe,  and 
he  can’t  breathe! 
He’s  suffocating, 
he  can’t  walk  - he 
falls  down,  faint 
wheezing  sounds 
can  be  heard  - but 
not  anymore.  Mar- 
maduke is  dead, 
that  crazy  grin  still 
on  his  face.  They’re 
both  dead! 

Ann:  They  have  made  the  Fox  network 
proud.  And  I’m  sure  you  will  agree  that 
we  have  done  the  world  a great  service 
in  ridding  it  of  these  two  exemplars  of 
tragic  unfunniness. 

I hope  you  had  as  much  fun  tonight  as 
we  did.  Join  us  next  week,  with  Scoo- 
by-Doo  versus  Dino,  and  special  guest 
flamethrower!  Until  then,  good  night, 
and  remember,  shoot  hippies  on  sight. 

Bill:  Sound  advice.  Good  night. 

- Praveer  Sharma 
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A TAMPON! 


A Pirate  Hat! 


Fold  in  the  corners. 


Forget  next  step. 


• • • • • • • • * • • • • • 


Crumple  paper  in  anger. 


• • • • • • < 
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NEWS 

BRIEFS 


UNIVERSITY  OF  TORONTO 
STUDENT  SOLVES  MYSTERY  OF 
UNIVERSE 

There  have  been  many  great  techno- 
logical and  scientific  achievements  in 
the  past  century  but  none  rival  the  ac- 
complishment of  one  University  of  To- 
ronto student.  Sydney  Vasquez,  a third 
year  philosophy  major  enrolled  in  the 
class  Abstract  Concepts  of  Knowing 
About  Knowledge  in  Theory,  was  asked 
to  write  an  essay  on  the  meaning  of  life. 
He  handed  in  an  essay  which  has  been 
determined  to  contain  the  absolute  and 
unchallengeable  meaning  of  life. 

Unfortunately  for  Vasquez,  he  only  re- 
ceived a B-  on  his  paper  since  he  was 
marked  down  for  poor  sentence  struc- 
ture, improper  citation  and  a two  day 
lateness  penalty.  When  questioned  on 
the  meaning  of  life  by  Toike  staff,  he 
was  quoted  as  saying,  “What  do  you 
think?  It’s  bullshit  man,  I solved  the 
meaning  of  life  and  all  I got  was  a fuck- 
ing B-!” 


TTC  IMPLEMENTS  NEW  SUBWAY 
DOORS 

TTC  found  a new  way  of  regulating  the 
flow  of  commuters.  “It’s  been  on  our 
minds  for  over  a year  now,  and  I can't 
wait  to  see  it  come  true,"  says  Train  Of- 
ficer, Mr.  Evilski. 

TTC  workers  are  installing  V4-inch 
thick,  hardened  steel  blades,  on  both 
sides  of  the  train  doors. 

“We  must  cut  down  on  people...  this 
design  will  eliminate  any  delays  and 
improve  the  overall  accessibility  of  the 
tr  in,"  says  Mr.  Evilski,  as  he  proudly 
adds:  “Commuters  will  begin  to  respect 
the  TTC  chime." 


The  Great  Arts  & Science  Date-ability  Evaluation 


Now  that  the  midterms  are  over,  the 
heart  of  every  engineer  turns  from 
integral  calculus  and  building  flux  ca- 
pacitors to  romance.  After  all,  there’s 
now  less  than  two  months  left  to  find 
that  special  someone  or  risk  spending 
the  holidays  alone,  yet  again.  But  where 
does  an  engineer  go  in  search  of  this 
type  of  human  companion?  Suds,  at 
least  every  time  I’ve  been  there,  is  full 
of  inebriated  NScis  doing  problem  sets, 
Bellydance-to-Weightloss  program 
participants,  and  shady  types  plotting 
:o  overthrow  EngSoc  (Peter  Suddard, 
do  not  accept  free  sandwiches  during 
the  next  two  weeks).  In  other  words, 
Suds  could  work,  but  only  as  the  very 
ast,  very  desperate  resort.  For  those 
of  us  still  distant  from  that  stage,  the 
plethora  of  colleges  presents  ample  op- 
jortunities  to  avoid  dying  alone. 

Trinity  College 

[f  your  buddy  mentions  how  his  girl- 
friend called  at  2 a.m.  to  complain 
about  how  she  has  nothing  to  wear  out 
of  the  new  Versace  collection  and  how 
ler  favorite  Lexus  broke  down,  forcing 
ler  to  take  “that  unwieldy  Escalade”  to 
school,  it’s  a safe  bet  that  she’s  from 
Trinity.  Seriously,  do  they  even  study 
there?  Most  of  the  time,  it  appears  to 
be  some  sort  of  an  artificially  exclusive 
social  club,  the  kind  that  serves  fancy 


mixed  drinks,  afternoon  tea,  and  fo- 
caccia  sandwiches  during  their  midday 
round  of  cricket. 

On  the  plus  side,  if  you  hook  up  with 
someone,  anyone  from  there,  you  can 
almost  immediately  begin  mooching 
off  them.  Start  small,  with  the  occa- 
sional coffee  or  hot  dog.  Then,  work 
your  way  up  to  BEvERages,  KFC,  and 
shots  of  hard  liquor.  Some  pro-mooch- 
ers  have  reached  as  high  as  the  “car” 
and  “corporate  hockey  tickets”  stages. 
The  only  real  cost  to  you  is  the  sleep 
you  lose  when  you  have  to  be  a “good 
listener."  To  pass  the  time,  just  remem- 
ber what  you’re  doing  it  all  for:  the 
money  and  the  notoriety  amongst  your 
fellow  engineers. 

Victoria  College 

If  you  feel  like  meeting  someone  more 
relaxed,  less  uptight,  and  often  less 
fruity  than  the  Trin  crowd,  check  out 
Vic.  With  the  observed  alcohol  con- 
sumption per  capita  approaching  that 
of  Northern  Siberia,  everyone’s  in 
party  mode  more  often  than  not.  Of 
course,  the  unofficial  engineer’s  code  of 
conduct  only  allows  picking  up  drunk 
artsies  if  your  intention  is  to  turn  them 
over  so  they  don’t  choke  on  their  own 
vomit.  But  get  to  any  given  party  be- 
fore everyone’s  hammered  and  it’s  very 


Sax  and  the  City 

With  Carl  Bradshaw 


fucking  mutt  at  5 in  the  morning?”  A 
similar  principle  applies  here:  you  get 
less  out  of  dating  someone  from  this 
college,  but  you  also  don’t  need  to  put 
nearly  as  much  in.  So,  yeah,  whatever, 
call  her,  I don’t  know,  sometimes,  and, 
uhh,  maybe,  yeah,  something...  low  ef- 
fort relationships  are  kind  of,  meh... 

University  College 

This  is  the  place  to  meet  the  generic 
artsie.  Sure,  she  might  not  be  as  tal- 
ented, hard-working,  cool,  or  exciting 
as  you’d  expect,  but  then  again,  she  will 
at  least  be  emotionally  stable,  a quality 
which  will  surely  lead  to  a lengthy,  if 
less  fulfilling  relationship. 

Since  you’ve  read  to  the  very  end  of 
this  article,  I’m  assuming  that’s  pretty 
much  what  you’re  looking  for,  because 
otherwise,  you’ll  be  already  mooching, 
partying,  or  being  non-descript.  On  the 
plus  side,  I hear  there  are  a few  mathies 
around  at  UC  and  you  know  what  that 
means:  someone  outside  engineering 
will  finally  get  your  “tangent  to  curves” 
and  “normal  to  zeroes”  jokes!  Huzzah! 
Total  score!  End  of  article! 

-Ed  Viirgoson 


probable  that  you  won’t  be  walking 
home  alone. 


Vic  is  also  known  for  their  excellent 
spirit.  In  fact,  one  of  their  lesser-known 
cheers  approximates  “Vic,  Vic,  we  suck 
...”  where  “...”  rhymes  with  the  shortened 
name  of  their  college.  Although  no  one 
has  come  forward  to  either  confirm  or 
deny  this  spirited  claim,  all  signs  point 
to  the  former  and  the  results  from 
our  analysis,  corrected  as  always  with 
Ghiv’s  hed  proportionality  constant, 
are  very  encouraging. 


New  College 

To  paraphrase  and  contradict  a popular 
belief,  you  can  judge  an  artsie  by  their 
college.  I mean,  take  a look  at  New: 
indistinct-looking  buildings,  ambigu- 
ous cafeteria  slop,  dreary  hallways  and 
dorm  rooms:  they  all  just  get  the  job 
done  without  asking  for  too  much  in 
return.  And  let’s  face  it,  high-mainte- 
nance  anything  eventually  becomes  a 
pain  to  upkeep. 


Remember  that  puppy  your  parents 
bought  you  when  you  were  little?  Do 
you  also  remember  the  pet  rock  that 
replaced  it  because  your  mom  said  she 
was  sick  of  scrubbing  crap  off  the  carpet 
and  "walk- 
ing that 


The  Science  of  Insult 


ALASKA  TO  HOST  SPRING 
BREAK 

FAIRBANKS  (Toike  Oike)  - After  the 
tragic  flooding  of  New  Orleans,  one 
of  the  last  great  sin  cities  of  the  world, 
Fairbanks,  Alaska  has  stepped  up  to 
the  plate  and  offered  to  become  the 
next  Spring  Break  capital  of  the  world. 

Fairbanks’  mayor,  David  Lynn,  is  vis- 
iting universities  across  Ontario  as 
part  of  a giant  marketing  campaign 
to  attract  Canadian  students.  During 
a presentation  at  York  University  on 
Monday,  Lynn  pointed  out  that  the  city 
“already  has  6 more  hours  of  night  time 
than  any  other  place  on  the  continent. 
That  means  more  nightlife.”  Lynn  also 
mentioned  that  due  to  the  effects  of  glo- 
bal warming,  temperatures  should  rise 
by  about  2-3  degrees  Celsius  within  the 
next  10  years,  increasing  the  average 
spring  temperature  to  around  -6  to  -4 
degrees.  “Alaska  is  gonna  be  the  future 
Florida,"  says  Lynn.  “What’s  more  is 
that  we  already  have  a couple  of  natu- 
ral hot  springs.  So,  technically,  we’re 
the  home  of  Spring  Break  already.” 

Lynn  signed  a contract  with  York  Uni 
versity’s  Student  Council,  offering  sub 
sidized  holiday  packages  to  students 
At  a cost  of  $465,  students  will  spend 
5 days  at  a motel  on  the  outskirts  of 
the  city  and  receive  a free  wet  T-shirt 
When  asked  how  the  wet  T-shirts  will 
react  to  sub-zero  temperatures,  Lynn 
replied,  “I’ll  keep  them  boobies  warm 
forya.” 

Lynn  will  be  speaking  at  U of  T in  No- 
vember, where  he  will  be  handing  out 
free  pre-wetted  T-shirts. 


What  is  good  jazz?  Does  good  jazz  al- 
ways have  to  be  about  the  sax?  Sax  is 
important  to  us  guys  when  doing  jazz, 
but  is  it  the  only  thing  that  should  keep 
a band  together?  Or  is  there  more  to 
good  jazz  than  just  the  sax?  I hit  a local 
jazz  bar  to  find  out  more. 

My  first  encounter  was  with  a couple 
who  have  been  in  jazz  for  the  past  three 
years.  They  were  prepping  each  other 
for  what  looked  like  a promising  show, 
judging  by  how  the  lady  soul  cat  had  a 
clearly-labelled  case  of  hot  sax  with  her. 
She  even  had  a treble  clef  tattoo  above 
her  vagina,  which  was  in  plain  view.  I 
asked  the  lady  what  she  liked  most 
about  their  jazz.  “It’s  definitely  the  time. 
We’ve  been  doing  jazz  together  for  so 
long  that  I’ve  just  become  dependent  on 
it,  you  know.  Kinda  like  when  a zebra 
mussel  finds  a good  ship  bottom.  Well, 

I guess  that’s  not  a very  good  example, 
but  you  get  my  drift.  Oh,  shit,  I forgot  to 
take  my  jazz  pill  this  morning...” 

I’m  not  sure  about  you,  but  that  doesn’t 
seem  like  a good  future  to  me.  As  I told 
them  straight  out,  that  mussel-bot- 
tomed ship  is  going  straight  to  the  bot- 
tom of  some  kind  of  hole  from  which 
there’s  no  coming  back. 

Why  should  it  be  that  whenever  a duet 
breaks  up,  it’s  always  because  there’s 
something  wrong  with  the  sax?  Jazz 
partners  need  to  consider  what  else 
they  have  to  offer.  If  plain  old  bebop- 
ping isn’t  working,  maybe  instead  of 
dropping  the  towel,  they  should  try 
jizzing  up  their  jazz.  For  example,  try 
sax  without  using  protection.  That  ex- 
I tra  element  of  danger  is  sure  to  stir  up 

• your  jazz.  If  you’re  not  willing  to  place 

• that  kind  of  trust  into  your  sax  just  yet, 

• then  why  not  add  a few  more  players 

• to  your  band?  Try  Swing.  This  type 
I of  jazz  involves  inviting  old  friends, 


neighbours,  coworkers,  and  even  rela- 
tives to  accompany  your  sax,  creating  a 
cacophony  out  of  the  usual  rhythm.  For 
the  real  cool  cats,  try  Scat,  a taboo  form 
of  jazz  banned  by  48  states. 

A solo  soul  cat  I met  at  the  bar  had  his 
own  theory  about  jazz,  and  it  didn’t  in- 
volve the  usual  complications  like  pay- 
ing for  dinner  and  remembering  an- 
niversaries. He  believes  that  good  jazz 
is  about  being  in  control,  and  “Nobody 
can  give  you  more  control  than  some- 
body who  has  less  control  than  you.  For 
example,  I like  taking  little  kids  down 
to  my  basement  and  ‘jazzing’  them,  as 
you  say,  up  for  hours.”  Children,  indeed, 
have  inspired  many  popular  jazz  art- 
ists and  enthusiasts  alike. 

Another  guy  I met  had  something  a 
little  different  to  say.  After  letting  him 
buy  me  a few  Appletinis,  I learned  that 
the  trick  to  amazing  jazz  is  not  only  be- 
ing in  control,  but  also  having  a partner 
who  doesn’t  speak  English  very  well. 
“That  way,  you  are  the  Man.  [At  this 
point,  he  made  a swoosh  motion]  Every 
time.  Last  night  I had  the  best  sax  I ever 
had!  It  was  one  of  those  small  Asian  so- 
prano saxes,  so  I had  to  use  extra  lube.  I 
was  in  the  zone.  I went  inside  for  hours 
and  hours.  I opened  my  release  valve  5 
times.  Then  she  finished  me  off  with  a 
hard  end  roll.  She  did  it  all  without  ever 
asking  a single  question.” 

As  my  research  concludes,  guys,  the 
best  jazz  is  with  little  foreign  children. 
I’m  looking  forward  to  watching  your 
jazz  videos  later.  Send  them  in  to  the- 
varsity@utoronto.ca  for  review.  The 
wildest  jazz  video  submission  will  re- 
ceive a year’s  supply  of  Jazzercise!  ex- 
ercise videos. 

-Anton  Bassel 


In  grade  school,  every  one  of  us  knew 
we  occupied  one  of  two  categories:  the 
insulted,  or  the  insulted  who  cried  un- 
der the  jungle  gym  after.. .as  I did  every 
lunch  hour.  Oh,  and  then  there’s  the  in- 
sulter.  Later  in  life,  we  all  learned  that 
this  three-category  system  never  actu- 
ally ceases  to  apply  once  grade  school  is 
over.  You  learn  this  at  various  points  in 
your  life:  maybe  you’re  on  the  subway 
getting  an  earful  after  you’ve  laughed 
at  a fully-mature  person  reading  a Har- 
ry Potter  book;  maybe  you’re  mocking 
a kid  on  their  first  day  of  grade  nine 
because  they’re  in  a wheelchair  and 
hilariously  cannot  walk  (I  know,  right? 
lol).  And  many,  many  others  (god  will- 
ing) will  realize  the  persistence  of  the 
aforementioned  categories  when  fail- 
ure to  perform  adequately  in  bed  de- 
volves into  a verbal  hurricane  of  sexual 
putdov/ns  and  mixed  metaphors. 

I myself  was  15  when  my  stepfather  in- 
vited me  out  to  the  garage  to  help  him 
work  on  his  ’86  Trans-Am.  A beautiful 
Sunday  it  was:  the  sun  shining,  the 
whiskey  flowing,  mom  busy  in  the  gar- 
den...well  I don’t  actually  remember 
mom  being  around  that  day.. .or  much 
at  all...  Regardless,  it  was  a perfect  af- 
ternoon for  some  father-son  bonding. 
My  step-dad  asked  me  to  grab  the  al- 
ternator off  his  work  bench  and  when  I 
handed  him  the  car  battery  out  of  igno- 
rance, he  whirled  in  rage  and  said,  “Boy, 
you  could  fuck  up  a wet  dream.”  The 
weight  of  the  insult  dawned  on  me  a 
few  months  later  while  at  the  dry  clean- 
ers. I realized  that  wet  dreams,  or  “noc- 
turnal emissions,"  occur  at  night,  while 
one  is  in  the  depths  of  REM  sleep  and, 
therefore,  it  is  extremely  difficult  to  fail 
at.  In  fact,  to  fail  at  a wet  dream  would 
require  such  absolute  idiocy  that  one 
would  have  to  be  incompetent  at  the 
cellular  level. 


I,  then,  became  and  remain  today  fas- 
cinated by  the  science  of  insult.  That 
is,  the  mechanics  of  it:  the  situational 
stimuli,  hurt  feelings,  masked  insecu- 
rities, verbal  wizardry,  nerd  variable, 
and  everything  in  between.  Thus,  with 
some  help  from  some  friends  taking 
INSLT101Y1Y  - a popular  course  of- 
fered by  Ryerson’s  science  faculty  - I 
compiled  a brief  list  of  some  insults  that 
best  reveal  the  very  Science  of  Insult: 

- “You  couldn’t  get  laid  in  a hooker 
storm.” 

The  Latin  term  hooker  means  a woman 
who  is  paid  for  sex,  for  pretending  to 
enjoy  it,  and,  especially,  for  leaving  af- 
terwards. This  implies  that  you  are  so 
inept  that  even  when  surrounded  by 
easily-available  women,  you  could  not 
perform  coitus  with  even  one  of  them. 

- “ I’ve  seen  people  like  you,  but  I had 
to  pay  admission.” 

This  insult  begins  with  an  intimation 
of  familiarity  but  does  a 180  and  con- 
cludes with  the  suggestion  that  your  ap- 
pearance is  akin  to  the  freakishly  ugly 
whom  the  young  and  old  alike  line  up 
to  pay  to  see  whenever  the  circus  is  in 
town. 

- “ Can  I borrow  your  face?  My  ass  is 
on  vacation." 

This  insult  begins  with  a polite  request 
to  borrow  your  face,  seemingly  an  overt 
compliment.  However,  it  is  immediate- 
ly made  known  that  your  face  is  to  be 
used,  not  as  a face  replacement  as  one 
would  logically  assume,  but  to  fill  in 
for  the  buttocks.  This  would  imply  that 
your  face  is  able  to  do  an  ass’ job,  while 
the  latter  is  on  vacation.. .likely  laugh- 
ing it  up  in  the  sun. 

- James  Nairne 
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John  Everyman,  B.A.  2007,  thought  he 
was  being  clever  when  he  decided  to  dig 
up  that  peanut.  After  all,  he  thought, 
what’s  the  worst  that  could  happen? 
Three  academic  years  of  intense  gen- 
eral squirreology  study,  drinking,  and 
slacking  off  could  not  prepare  Every- 
man for  the  vicious  attack  that  ensued. 

The  squirrels,  like  dozens  of  furry 
gang  bangers,  came  from  every  tree 
and  trash  can  in  the  area.  Fighting 
off  one  squirrel  could  have  been  easy, 
but  50?  Soon,  for  every  soft  bushy  tail 
viciously  pointed  into  the  sky,  a pair 
of  sharp,  nut-crushing  incisors  was 
in  Everyman’s  neck,  face,  and  crotch. 
The  only  reason  that  Everyman  is  still 
with  us  today  is  his  bear-attack  train- 
ing: by  playing  dead  and  submitting  to 
the  squirrels,  he  was  able  to  walk  away, 
though  bruised  and  humiliated,  with 
most  of  his  extremities  intact. 

In  view  of  this  incident  and  general  rise 
of  squirrel-on-artsie  violence  on  cam- 
pus, the  Toike  has  been  designated  to 
investigate  the  factors  involved  in  these 
increasingly  fierce  confrontations. 

Prime  Cause 

Are  squirrels  getting  smarter?  Does 
evolution  really  exist?  Of  course  we  all 


However,  due  to 
the  recent  hot 
dog  and  food 
truck  “food” 
shortage  crisis, 
these  two  mutu- 
ally incompat- 
ible species  have 
been  forced 
to  live  off  the 
same  natural  re- 
sources. To  only 
make  matters 
worse,  the  peak 
of  the  common 
squirrel’s  winter 
prep  time  is  con- 
current with  the 

know  that  it  doesn  t,  and  thus  the  only  Faculty  of  Arts  and  Science’s  midterms. 


Head  Hauncho  responsible  for  Everyman's  attack 


logical  conclusion  is  that  the  artsies 
are  getting  dumber.  Immersed  in  their 
studies  of  sociology,  politics,  and  other 
pseudo  sciences,  artsies  fail  to  acquire 
a grasp  of  life’s  basic  rules;  for  example, 
like  staying  the  hell  away  from  hungry 
squirrels.  Everyman  is  a prime  exam- 
ple of  how  wrong  things  can  go  if  all 
one  thinks  of  is  globalization  and  Vic- 
torian poetry. 

Competition 

Normally,  the  artsies  and  the  squirrels 
occupy  entirely  different  tropic  levels. 


The  result  is  that  both  parties  are  out 
scavenging  for  anything  of  nutritional 
value  to  survive  winter  and  the  exams. 
This  is  survival  of  the  fittest  at  its  finest, 
and  interestingly  enough,  the  squirrels 
appear  to  have  the  upper  hand. 

Political  Affiliations 
It  is  general  knowledge  that  squirrels 
are  communists  with  the  rarfe  albino 
Republican  squirrel  being  the  notable 
exception.  Mix  this  with  the  artsies’ 
“liberal  with  a hint  of  hippie"  attitude 
and  you  get  a Molotov  cocktail  that 


even  Molotov  himself  would  be  afraid 
to  light  up.  The  squirrel  proletariat 
has  also  been  rumored  to  strike  up 
a strong  alliance  with  their  old-time 
foes,  the  United  Pigeon  League.  To  the 
Toike,  this  looks  like  the  beginning  of  a 
massive  urban  “Squirrels  and  Pigeons 
United”  uprising  and  so,  we  advise 
that  artsies  take  great  caution  around 
scenic,  secluded  sidewalks,  parks,  and 
anywhere  that  either  squirrels  or  pi- 
geons are  known  to  gather.  If  you  spot 
a group  of  squirrels  and  pigeons  larger 
than  a dozen  in  number,  back  away 
slowly  and  make  no  eye  contact. 

This  fall,  over  twenty  incidents  of 
squirrel-on-artsie  violence  have  al- 
ready occurred,  nearly  half  leading  to 
hospitalization,  uncontrollable  sobbing, 
and  emotional  scarring.  As  part  of  our 
court-ordered  community  service,  the 
Toike  reminds  all  artsies  that  no  matter 
how  much  you  love  nuts,  do  not  to  go 
for  the  ones  that  have  at  any  point  been 
in  the  possession  of  a squirrel. 

Prevent  Squirrel-on-Artsie  Violence 
Now! 

- Ernie  Nineiron 


Word  on  the  Street 

This  month  we  surveyed  the  campus  for 

THEIR  RESPONSES  TO  OUR 
LIFE-ALTERING  QUESTION.  We  ASKED  THEM: 

do-yow  see-  tfuT  rvla&onihip  going-? 


• •-"T*1 

“Why  are  we  talking 
about  this?  I thought  we 
were  having  fun!  Why  do 
you  always  gotta  do  -mis? 

Dammit!” 

“WAIT,  I HAVE  AN 
ANSWER... 

In  my  pants! 
OHHH  SNAP!’ 


“Okay,  yeah.  Uhhh... 
WHERE  DO  YOU  SEE 
THIS  RELATIONSHIP 


GOING. 


Battle  of  the  Century 

NEWTON  Vi.  SPEARS 

This  month  it’s  a straight-up  battle  of  brains  versus  boobs  as  we  pit  the  father  of  physics  and 
calculus,  Isaac  Newton,  against  the  illegitimate  daughter  of  pop  music,  Britney  Spears.  Techni- 
cally,  this  battle  of  the  century  spans  several  centuries,  making  it  all  the  more  significant. 


BEST  KNOWN  FOR., 


NEWTON 


BRITNEY 


The  invention  of  calculus  and 
development  of  the  three  laws  of  motion 


Notoriously  annoying  music  and 
scandal  after  scandal  after  scandal 


ADVANTAGE:  NEWTON 


NEWTON 

President  of  the  Royal  Society 


NOTABLE  CAREER  POSTIONS 

BRITNEY 

Queen  of  the  pop  charts 


ADVANTAGE:  NEWTON 


Prominence  of  Cleavage 


NEWTON 

Non-existent 


BRITNEY 

Extreme 


ADVANTAGE:  BRITNEY 


Number  of  perfumes  released^ 

BRITNEY 


NEWTON 


ADVANTAGE:  BRITNEY 


gOMMONLY  Referred  to  as..| 

NEWTON  BRITNEY 


Attention  whore 


NEWTON 


Countless  scientific  documents  including 
The  Mathematical  Principles  of 
Natural  Philosophy  and  Optiks 


ADVANTAGE:  NEWTON 


TERARY  EXPERIENCE 

BRITNEY 

T\vo  books,  one  co-written  with  her  mother 


ADVANTAGE:  NEWTON 


WINNER:  NEWTON! 
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CLASSIFIEDS 


HELP  WANTED 


LEGAL  EXPERT.  Needed  to  assist  in 
the  defense  of  former  dictator  Saddam 
Hussein.  Health  coverage  not  offered, 
but  funeral  expenses  paid.  Call  Abdel- 
Haq  Alani,  Baghdad,  Iraq 


NSCIS  needed  to  build  intergalactic 
space  ship.  Your  budget  is  $i  per 
annum.  You  have  four  months.  Eamon, 
555-3094- 


ESCAPE  ARTIST.  Ok,  busting  out  of 
jail  isn’t  as  easy  as  I thought.  I’m  an 
engineer!  I had  it  all  planned  out  on 
paper...  Call  Michael,  534-3520  during 
visiting  hours 


ENSIGN  needed  to  take  orders  on  the 
bridge  and  take  some  chubby  in  my 
quarters.  Damn  you  for  leaving  Wesley 
Crusher!  Picard,  555-1337- 


APPRENTICE.  To  learn  how  to  manage 
apprentices  on  hit  reality  show  “The 
Apprentice”.  Call  Donald,  602-3425 


RAGAMUFFINS.  Join  my  band  of 
pickpocket  urchins!  Fagin,  555-2309. 


FOOD,  WATER.  Please  send  as  much 
as  you  can,  as  fast  as  you  can.  Stupid 
FEMA!  RayNagin,  LA. 


SONGWRITER.  S.E.C  needs  someone 
to  write  a jingle  that  rhymes  with 
“syphilitic  ulcers”.  Must  sound  friendly, 
no  plague  references.  Annie,  555-8122. 


MERCH  WANTED 


BARBARIAN  BATTLEAXE.  I hear 
the  Legionaries  are  attacking  in 
Scarbourough!  We  must  drive  them 
off  our  tribal  lands....  oh,  wait,  its 
“Legionnaires”...  thats  very  sad.  Tim  the 
Visigoth,  583-2341. 


UNIVERSAL  SOLVENT.  Seems  like  it 
would  be  a good  thing  to  have  around 
the  house.  Chuck,  534-3451 


BITCH.  Ever  since  leaving  the  joint,  I’ve 
missed  spanking  around  some  bitch  for 
sexual  favours.  Call  Judith,  352-4120 


CHEETAH  needed  to  ride  around 
campus!  Wheeeeee!!  Ellen,  555-5412. 


GOLGI  COMPLEX.  This  is  one  of  those 
sex  swings,  right?  It  better  come  with 
elastics.  Noach,  555-6785. 


RAIL  GUN  needed  to  Pwn  teh 
noobs  from  my  camping  spot.  Dante 
McCamper,  555-3443- 


SANDPAPER  ass  wipes.  I like  it  rough. 
555-3224. 


SUPER  MONKEY  BALL.  Must  come 
with  super  monkey  penis.  JeffyC,  555- 

6843 


NOSE  for  my  dog.  Terrible.  Caitie,  555- 
7521- 


SKELETAL  SYSTEM  for  my  dog.  Hen! 
555-5642. 


CLASSIFIEDS  needed  to  fill  up  this 
space.  Cheetos.  555-2318 


CATHODE  RAY  TUBE.  Must  fit  in  my 
ass  and  be  easy  to  clean.  Egor,  555- 
0349- 


MERCH  FOR  SALE 


PRIMEWATERFRONTREALESTATE. 
Dirt  cheap,  also  dirty.  Call  “Honest” 
Joe,  9th  Ward,  New  Orleans. 


UNIVERSAL  SOLVENT.  Great  fun  for 
everybody!  In  great  shape,  barely  used. 
Bring  long  reaching  pole,  currently 
down  a hole  reaching  to  the  centre  of 
earth.  Fred,  594-4620 
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Drug  Dealer 

- Fool 

- Insufficiently  tough 


GO  D.  WHY>ss 
SIRE.  WHAT  IS  THE 
ATURE  OF  THAT 
CONSIDERABLE  PUDDLE 
S^ON  VOUR  TKJONE^X" 


" THLS 1ST- 
PROFOUNDLY 
UPSETTING 
DEVELOPMENT.. 


^TNONETHaESS>s 

MV  LIEGE,  I FEEL  THAT 
I MUST  DIRECT  VOUR 
sATTENTTON  OUT  THIS 
^OVINDOW.  ^ 


OUTSIDE  OF  THE  CITADEL  HOWEVER. 
TROUBLE  WAS  BREWING.  - 


DEEP  WITHIN  ROB  ARTS. 


SIRE!  - SIRE!  INVADINt 
FORCES  HAVE...  SIRE!? 
ARE  VOU  ASLEEP!? 


THE  POPULATION  WAS 
BROWING.  AND  THE 
BORDERS  OF  THE  REALM  I 
WERE  STRETCHING  EVErJ 
OUTWARD 


SM 


Abstract  Concept  Physics  (Course  Code  6x7eq42i 
Chapter  7:  Pitv  Dynamics 


Mr  T 

- Pity  generator 

- Helluva  tough 


This  has  been  another  Good  Idea  / Bad  Idea 


CLASS  I F I E D S continued... 


The  unit  of  pity  is  the  T.  One  T is  defined  as  the  amount  ot 
pity'  felt  by  Mr  T for  one  fool  in  one  second. 

Some  common  measures: 

Being  a fool  1 T 

Being  a crazy-man  who  won't  shut  up  1 0 T 

Dealing  drugs  1,000  T ( 1 kT) 

Attempting  to  demolish  a youth  center  1 .000.000  T ( 1 MT) 

WARNING:  While  pity  is  non-lethal.  exposure  to  high 
levels  may  lead  to  being  thrown  helluva  far  through 
plate-glass  windows  in  slow  motion. 


MYSELF.  Ever  since  leaving  the 
joint,  I’ve  missed  getting  protection 
in  exchange  for  sexual  favours.  Call 
Martha,  342-3562 

BULL  MILK.  Kind  of  salty.  It  took 
hours  for  me  to  milk  that  bull!  Nacho, 
555-9411- 

HERPES.  Perfect  for  the  girl  who  has 
everything.  Cooper,  555-3525- 


TAMPONS.  Made  from  real  Toike 
Oikes!  Kind  of  absorbent/inky,  you 
should  see  your  cootie-poker  before 
using  them.  Mei,  555'8525- 

PANTS.  Comes  with  trouser  snake. 
Deano,  555-3049- 

TUXEDO  MASK.  Attracts  Asian 
women.  Serious  booty.  Seriously. 
Henri,  555-3240. 


BABY  OIL.  Made  from  100%  virgin 
babies.  Angelo,  666-1337- 

0T4-0T5  VP  Student  Life.  Grossly 
incompetent,  sub-par  lover.  Alice,  555- 
6852. 

GADGET.  Looks  up  skirts.  Not  really 
a gadget,  more  like  a camera  stuck 
to  my  shoe  with  gum.  Stefano,  555- 
9895- 


Cube  30  is  copyright  L McKinney 

Mr  T is  the  toughest  man  in  the  world,  and 


his  likeness  is  his,  fool 


R0BART0PIA 

By  CAM  YATES  AND  EDDY  ABRAHAM 


http://robartopia.i8.coni 
Feedback?  email:  robortopia@hotmoil.com 


Q$dea, 


getting  JAfiead 
at  ‘Worf^ 


FOLLOW  THE  ADVENTURES  OF  FREON  AND 
MOLTAR  IN  THE  STORY  THAT  STARTED  IT  ALL 
-POOUNK  NOWHERE-’  COMING  EVENTUALLY  TO 
OUR  SEMI-PRESENT  WEBSITE.  


Good  Job ! 


Giving  Some  Heod 
ot  tVorV* 


Blow  Job!?! 


‘Unless  given  to  the  Boss 


IN  WEEKS  AND  MONTHS  THAT 
FOLLOWED  COSTNER'S  ATTACK  ON 
ROBARTOPIA,  THE  GREAT  FORTRES. 
GREW  IN  LEAPS  AND  BOUNDS. 


3 


http://cube30  keenspace  com 


Requirement  of 
~ m battery 
use!! 


He  I 


The  prefect  goods  to  climax  a happpy  occassion...  to  make  any  c 
happy.  HELLO  PUSSY  goes  aloong. 


occassion 


,1 


A most  comfortable 


product  that  vibrates 


9 % 


en  it  s time  to  change. 


••  W , 

*V 


. VVr- 


. 


